

‘Wake up Humphrey. It’s 1956!” 
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My Old Man 

and the Gypsy 


by Erskine Caldwell 
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I was watching them. Handsome came leaping out the 


kitchen door with one of the long-sk.rted women bdriuL 

^M^-mo'areTthese 
strange peopTe, Styway? I was sound asleep when 1 woke up 
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n on their wedding night, 
clasped in her husband's 


* • Mo n rrisr Ma yelled "(Set these people away from here! 


* yP 'No, sir!" Handsome said. "Ain't nobody going to take 
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One of '*« jjyP»y women grabbed ^Ma's hand and looked 
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arrested if it's the last thing 1 do! I’ve already missed your 
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and glasses he took a look round the room. It filled him with 
amazement. He had never seen so many books. The shelves 

^tls“d. Thf "w 8 a “ ^“^d S3! 
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OT^oT'h^ ,hey wan,ed ,0 bring over h,,e - 
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He took a drink of his whisky and lit a cigar. He was a 
was looking at him with large dark eyes in which there was 
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was a tall man, more than six feet high, and very stout. His 
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Isle of the Mermaids 
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"/ suppose you used to think of nights like 
this when you were a boy," Lola said. 


the innocent 


by Graham Greene 


It was a mistake to take Lola there. 1 knew it the moment 
we alighted from the train at the small country station. On 
an autumn evening one remembers more of childhood than 
at any other time of year, and her bright veneered face, the 
small bag which hardly pretended to contain our "things” 
for the night, simply didn’t go with the old grain warehouse 


across the small canal, the few lights up the hill, the posters 
of an ancient film. But she said, "Let's go into the country,” 
and Bishop's Hendron was, of course, the first name which 
came into my head. Nobody would know me there now, and 
it hadn't occurred to me that it would be 1 who remembered. 

Even the old porter touched a chord. I said, "There'll be 
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water and Sloan’s Liniment. 
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. ’’He has so much to give, but he gives so little." 

he's not pure. But I never cared. I'm not pure. Neither are 
e this time? " you, Shadrach. I love you." 
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Sliilsistrri Days 
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mosquito in the eye and made it wilt can scarcely be expected 
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Science has now established that the only mosquitoes that 
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■■Oh, you think of nothing but money, ’ says the female 




Jersey marshes. 













heads turn for 
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skyrocke 


sports cars (5). She wa 
out of wedlock in a si 
suburb of Naples. Her 


shelters, 


golden-eyed, bedroom-1 
beauty. "On the sidev 
she recalls, "boys beg 
turn around and look i 
I was happy ." Thewa 
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“We are not selling you mer 

—miggefc- 


rely a garment Mr. Frobish—but a ivay of life." 
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since his disappearance, but it was plain that she still thought 
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graceful person a web of beautiful fancies. But the open air, 






sF^w^h^e ^he^Q^e^of t NUQ^T^^New C Year’s , Eve r ^tivit 1 ies er Somewhere 

them to drink champagne from, he sobered up fast. With Miss Hunter's deeply 
appreciated assistance, we offer 1956 the warmest possible welcome and wish 
our readers a year of health, prosperity, and many diverting hours with NUGGET. 
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VIVE LA CHASSE 





































a PS. from Maxwell 
Almost forgot to tell you about the 
birthday party Madame Rochas threw 
at Maxim's for her elegant perfume, 
“Femme.” Mme. Rochas was the chic and 
cordial hostess, but the hit of the festivities 
was the model dressed in lace to resemble 
the packaging of the product. 

And have you heard about the new film 
actress, Vlady? (See below.) She is Hun¬ 
garian by birth but Parisienne by destiny, 
one of the youngest and most talented— 
externally, at least—starlets ever to cap¬ 
ture the eyes and imaginations of our 
jaded film producers. Best to all. M. 
P.P.S. Please cable expense money. M. 
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^Jhat it means nothing to me. Nothing at all. May I go 
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moved on the big circular bed at Les Trois Pointes. I thought 
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*"Good work, Toto. If I succeed you shall receive a big 
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I looked at the plaster on his scalp and said, 'Well, it is 
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■d on page 74) 
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had ntvTlWed for'«,°and Sally^Ka^t ht‘wife. He looked 'then malicious and horribly vulgar. 
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bed time stories 
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Contented, he forgets 


remind 
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